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into life again, might not be a returning to the
follies of life, which I had made such solemn
resolutions to forsake. I joined heartily in that
petition, and must needs say, I had deeper impres-
sions upon my mind all that night, of the mercy of
God in sparing my life, and a greater detestation
of my sins, from a sense of that goodness than I had,
in all my sorrow before.

This may be thought inconsistent in itself, and
wide from the business of this book; particularly, I
reflect that many of those who may be pleased and
diverted with the relation of the wicked part of my
story may not relish this, which is really the best
part of my life, the most advantageous to myself,
and the most instructive to others; such however
will I hope allow me liberty to make my story com-
plete. It would be a severe satire on such, to say
they do not relish the repentance as much as they
do the crime; and they had rather the history were
a complete tragedy, as it was very likely to have
been.

But I go on with my relation. The next morning
there was a sad scene indeed in the prison; the
first thing I was saluted with in the morning, was
the tolling of the great bell at St. Sepulchre's, which
ushered in the day. As soon as it began to toll, a
dismal groaning and crying was heard from the
condemned hole, where there lay six poor souls, who
were to be executed that day, some for one crime,
some for another, and two for murder.

This was followed by a confused clamour in the
house, among the several prisoners, expressing their
awkward sorrows for the poor creatures that were to
die, but in a manner extremely differing one from
another; some cried for them, some brutishly
huzza'd, and wished them a good journey; some